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Ts is the first of a series of stories, of which it
possibly may be the beginning and the end. The
incident, which is the foundation of the following
tale, was communicated to the writer, by a valued
friend, as a fact, with the name of the pl‘]mw[!:‘l
character. Another friend, to whom the manu
seript was given, perceiving some advantage :n its
publication, ha: thought proper to give it to the
world, as Number One ; from which I infer, that

I am expected to write a Number Two. The hint

may be worth taking, at some leisure moment. In

the mean time, pray read Number One: it can do
you no harm: there is nothing ¢ sectarian” about

t. When you have read it, if, among all your

connections and friends, yon can think of none,
whom its perusal may possibly benefit—and it wil
be strange if’ you cannot—do me the favor to pre-

sent it to the first little boy that you meet. He will




no doubt, take it home to his mother or his father,
If you will not do this, throw it in the street,
near 1o some dram-seller’s doer as you ever ven-

ture to go: let it take the course of the fiying

seed, which God is pleased to intrust to the keep-

ing of the winds: it may yet spring up and bear
fruit, if such be the will of Him, who giveth the
increase.




THE GOLD RIN

1 mAvE one of the kindest husbands : he is
a carpenter by trade, and our flock of little
children has one of the kindest fathers in
the county. I was thought the luckiest g rl
in the parish, when G T made 1ne
his wife : I thought so myself. Our weddinig-
day—and it was a happy one—was but an
indifferent sample of those days of rational
happiness and uninte rrupted harmony, wh'ch
We were permitted to enjoy together, [or
the space of six years. And although,
the last three years of our lives,

for
we have
been as happy as we were at the beginning,
it makes my heart sick to think of those

> Jong
dark days and sad nights

, that came between ;

l‘01’ two years of our union were

years ol




6 MY MOTHER'S

misery. 1 well recollect the first glass'gil
ardent spirit, that my husband ever dranks
He had been at the grocery to purchaséig
Fitle tea and sugar for the family theses

re three cents coming to him in changes
and, unluckily, the Deacon, who keeps thel
shop, had nothing but silver in the till; a.nd,

as it was a sharp, frosty morning, he persuad-
ed my good man to take his money’s worth of
rum, for it was just the price of a glass. Héﬁ
came home in wonderful spirits, and told e
he meant to have me and the children belm‘
dressed, hbor Barton talked of sellsS
ing his horse and chaise, he thought 'of ‘buys
ing them both; and, when I said to himy
« George, we are dressed as well as we €8
afford, and 1 hope you will not think of @
horse and chaise, till we have paid off the
Squire’s mort e,”’ he gave me a harsh

and a bitter-word. I never shall forget the
day, for they were the first he ever, gave

n his life. When he saw me shedding 1€
and holding my apron to my face, he said
was o and came to kiss me, and 1
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covered that he had been drinking, and 1}
grieved e to the heart. In a short time af-
ter, while I was washing up the breakfast
things, 1 heard our litle Robert, who wi
only five years old, crying bitterly ; and, go-
ing to learn the cause, I met him running to-
wards me with his face covered with blood
He said his father had taken him on li
knee, and was playing with him, but had
given him a blow in the face, only becaus
he had said, when he kissed him, “Dear
papa, you smell like old Isaac, the drunken
fiddler.” My husband was very cross to us
all through the whole of that day ; but
next morning, though he said litde, he wa
evidently ashamed and humbled ;
went about his work very industriously
was particularly kind to little Robert.
prayed constantly for my good man, and that
God would be pleased to guide his heart
aright; and, more than a week having gone
by, without any similar occurrence, I Vﬂn‘m‘r»
ed myself, that he would never do so again.
But, in a very little time, either the Deacon
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was short of change, as before, or
tempting occasion presented itself, which
husband could not resist, and he ref
home once more under the influence of

[ never shall forget the expression uf
countenance, when he came in, that i
We had waited supper

return ; the tea-pot was standing at the fire)
and the bannocks were untouched upomth
hearth, and the smaller children were b
ginning to murmur for their supper.

was an indescribable expression of de

on his countenance, as though he were
scious of having done wrong, and resolved
brave it out. We sat down silently 1o
per, and he scarcely rais ed his eyes upon
of us, during this unbappy repast. He
went to bed and fell asleep; and, after 1
laid our little ones to rest, I knelt 'at the

of the bed, on which my poor misg
husband was sleepi and punred out
very soul to God, while my eyes were S
ed with the bitterest tears I had ever
For 1 then foresaw, that, unless some
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dy could be employ ed, my best earthly friend,
the father of my little children, would become
a drunkard. The next morning, after break-
fast, I ventured to speak with him upon the
subject, in a mild way ; and, though 1 could
not restrain my tears, nel

my weeping appeared to have
Lisaw that he was becoming
careless'of us all. How many winter night

have I waited, weeping alone, at my oncc

happy fireside, listening for the lifting latch

and wishing, yet dreading, to hear his step:

at the door!

After this state of things had continued, o
rather grown worse, for nearly three months,
Iputon my bonnet one morning, after my
husband had gone to his work, and went tc
the Deacon’s store; and, finding him alonc
1 stated my husband’s case, and begged

earnestly to sell him no more. He told me

ther my words nor
any effect, and

hardened, ar

it would do no good, for, if he did not sell it,
1

some other person would sell it; and he
doubted if my husband took more than was
500(1 for him. He quoted Seripture to sl ow,




10 MY MOTHER'S

that it was a wife’s duty to keep at b
and submit herself to her husband, ang
meddle with things, which did not belongl
her province. At this time, two or thme
tomers called for rum, and the Deacon e}
advised me to go home, and look aftep
children.

I went out with a heavy heart. It se
ed as if the tide of evil was setting @
me.  As I was passir
my way home, they called me 'in:
down and rested myself, for a few min
their neat cottage. Farmer Johnson
Jjust returning from' the field; and ‘whens
saw the little ones running to meet hini8
the stile, and the kind looks, that passed /b
iween the good man and his wife ; and
I remembered, that we were married on
\'l\l'_\ same (]«'l). I\Ild ('Ulll‘)l‘lrt‘(l nly own
tune with theirs, my poor heart burst
in a flood of tears. They all knew whil
was weeping for, and farmer Johnson, #
kind manner, bade me cheer up, and putis
trust in God’s mercy, and remember thal
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was often darkest before daylig ht
and his wife were mer mbers of
ance society, and bad signed the pledge ; and
[ had often heard him say, that he believe |
it had saved him from destruction. Hé had,
before his marriage, and for a year aft
in the habit of taking a little Spirit eve
He was an industrious, thriving man ;
shortly after his marriage, he became
for-a neighbor, who ran off, and
obliged to pay the debt. 1 have

declare, that, when the sheriff took a

[ the

his property, and s stripped his little
and scarcely left him those trifles, wl
secured to the poor man by law ;

he censidered how i1l his poor wife

the time, in consequence of the loss of
ehild, that died only a month before
was restrained from resorting to the bot

his moments of despair, by nothing but
recollection of the pledge he had signed.
Farmer Johnson’s minister was in favor of
pledges, and had often told him, that

tion might weaken his judgment and |
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al sense, and that the pledge might gag
at last, as a plank saves the life of a 1
who is tost upon the waves,

Our good Clergyman was unfortunag
a different opinion. He had often
proved of pledges: the Deacon was
same opinion : he thought very illy of ple

Month after month passed away,
happiness was utterly destroyed. My by
band neglected his business, and povi
80 fo stare us in the face, Notwi
ing my best exertions, it was hard wop
keep my little ones decently clothed and ¢
ficiently fed. If my husband earned a
ling, the dram-seller was as sure of it, as §
were already in his till. [ sometimes tho {
I had lost all my affection for one, who
proved so entirely regardless of those, wi
it was his duty to protect and sustainj
when I looked in the faces of our little
dren, the recollection of our early
days, and all his kind words and deeds
taught me the strength of the principle, 1
had brought us together. [ shall never ceas
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o remember the anguish 1 felt, when the
constable took him to jail, upon the dram-sell-

Till that moment, I did not

er’s exscution.
urviv-

pelieve, that my affection could have
ed, under the pressure of that misery
he had brought upon us all, T put up s
things, of the | little that remained to us, as
thought might be of use, and turned my back
upon a spot, where 1 had been very happy
and very wretched. Our five little children
followed, weeping bitterly. i
pated in the next tov

gaid I, “if you had only

it would not have come to

ed, and-said nothing ; and we w ed nearly a
mile, in perfect silence. As we were leaving

which

the village, we encountered our Clergyman,
going forth upon his morni ride. When I
reflected, that a few words from him would
have induced my poor husband to sign the
pledge, and that, if he had done so, he might
have been the kind father and the affectionate
husband that he once was, I own, it cost me
Some considerable effort to suppress my emo-
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tions.  * Whither are you all g
the holy man. My husband, whe

of the minister, and replied to all his

in a subdued tone of voice, answere
unusual firmness, “To jail, ‘revere
“To jail I”” said he, “ah, I see how'itis
have wasted your substance in riotous/l
and are going to pay for your imp
dence and folly. You have had the
tage of my precept and example,
have turned a deaf ear to the one, and T
lected the other “Reverend sir,”
tand replied, galled by this reproof, s
appeared to him, at that particular me
an unnecessary aggravation of his im
“reverend sir, your precept and your
ample have been my ruin; I have 0
them both.  You, who had no experience
the temptations, to which your weaker b
ren are liable, who are already addicte
the temperate and daily use of ardent 8
advised me never to sign a pledge. I
followed your advice to the letter. « Yout

=8

B - g <
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sed, that extraordinary oceasions might
i 1 £
wtify the us® of ardent spwit, and that, on

occasions YOU might use it yourse Tt |

followed your esample 3 but it has been MY
misfortune néver to drink spirituous liquors,
without finding that 1y occasions were more
“traonlz'ymry than ever Had 1 followed

the precept and example of my neighbor

Johnson, 1 should not have made 2 good wife
miserable, nor MY claldren beggars.” While
he uttered these last words, my poor hus-
band Jooked upon his little ones, and burst
into tears; and the minister rode slowly
away without uttering 2 word. 1 ru:ymml.
even in the midst of our misery, to see that
the heart of my poor George Was tenderly
affected ; for it is not mnore peedful, that the
bardness of was should be subdued by fire,
than that the heart of man should be soften-
ed by affliction, before a deep and lasting im-
]reﬁion can be made. Dear hu band,”’
said 1, « we are young; it 1s not too late 3 let
88 trust in God, and all may yet be well.”
He made no reply, but continued to W alk on,
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and weep in silence. Shortly after,
con appeared, at some distance,
wards us on the road; but, as
discovered who we were, he
into a rr'u':ue path.  Even the

at our situation, and urged us to keep
good heart, for he thought some one "
help us, when we least expeected it 4
husband, whose vein of humor
display itself, even in hours of
instantly replied, that the good
could not be far off, for the priést
Levite had already passed by on L
side. But he litde thought—poor man=
even the conclusion of this beautiful
was 5o likely to be verified. A one-hors
on, at this moment, appeared to be &
down the hill behind us, at an unus
rate, and the constable advised us, @

was narrow, to stand aside, and letit
was soon up with us ; and, when the'dus
cleared away, it turned out, as little™
had said, when it first appeared on the |
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hill, to be farmer Johnson s gray mare
nd yellow wagon. The kind-hearted farm-
¢ was out in an instant, and, without say-
g a word, was putting the children into it,
after another. A word from farmer
was enough for any constable in the

we. It was all the work of a moment.

@ shook my husband by the hand; and
when he begau., “N_eighbor Johns.ou, you
the same kind friend”—* Get in” said

3 “let’s have no words aboutit. I must be
8 in a trice, for,” turning to me, “your

g at the window, till she sees you all safe
€ again.” Saying this, he whipped up
B gray mare, who, regardless of the addi-
nal load, went up the hill faster than she
ne down, as though she entered into the
of the whole transaction.
" was not long before we reached he
O of our cottage. Farmer Jchnson took
thechildren; and, while I was trying to
8 Words to thank him for all his kindnes
WWas up in his wagon and off, before [
A2
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could utter a syllable. Robert screamed a8
ter him, to tell litle Tim Johnson to come
over, and that he should have all his pinks
and marigolds. When we entered the oo
were bread, and meat, and milk,
upon the table, which Susan, the farmess
wife, had brought over for the childrens"S§
could not help sobbing aloud, for my hease
was full. “Dear George,” said I, turniné
to my husband, « you used to pray; let us
hank God, for this great deliverance from
evil.” ¢ Dear Jenny,” said he, ¢1 fear God
will scarcely listen to my poor prayers, after
all my offences; but I will try.”  We closed
the cottage door, and he prayed with s0
much humility of heart, and so much eat=
nestness of feeling, that I felt almost sure that
God’s grace would be lighted up, in thesbos
som of this unhappy man, if sighs, and tears;
and prayers, could win their way to heaven:
He was very >, and said little or pothing
that night. The next morming, when woke
up, I was \nrpri»ml‘ as the sun had not risen,
gone down. At/

tage, there

73

to find that he had already
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first, 1 felt alar ed, as such a had be-
eome unusual | f late y but
feelt agreeably reli ved,

my anxious
\\'l'mn the children told me their father had
been hoeng, for an hour, in the potato field,
and was m the garden fence. With
our scanty mate fals,
breakfast 1 could, and he sat down to it, with
but said little ; and, now and

I got ready the best

d 1
a gﬂ( a AHN tie,
then, 1 saw the tears starting into his eyes. 1

had many fears, that he would fall back into
his former habits, whenever he should meet

his old companions, or stop in again at the
Deacon’s store. 1 was about urging him to
move into another village. After bre kfast,
he took me aside, an
A gold ring. “ Ge

was my mother’s : she took it from her finger,
| 1

%
she dln
1 that ring, unless it were

and gave it to me, the day that
u
tosave life. Besides, if we are industrious
and honest, we shall not be forsaken.”  Dear
Jenn}u" said he, “I know how you prize
that gold ring : 1 never loved you more than

would not part wi
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when you wept over it, while you first tolq
me the story of your mother’s death : it was
just @ month before we were married; the
last sabbath evening in Ma

Jenny, and we
g by the river. I wish yod
would bring me that ring.” Memory hur-
ried me back, in an instant, to the scene, the
lank upon the river’s

were walk

side, where we sat to=
gether, and agreed upon our wedding-day:
I brought down the ring, and he asked me,
with such an earnestness of manner, to put it
on his little finger, that Idid so; nct, however
giving heart,
“ And now, Jenny,” said he, as he roseto
go out, “pray that God will support me®
My mind was not in a happy state, for I'felt

without a trembling hand and a mis;

s intentions. From a little
hill, at the back of our cottage, we had a faie
view of the Deacon’s store. 1 went up o
the top of it ; and while I watched my huss
band’s steps, no one can tell how ferventhel
prayed God to guide them aright. 1 saW

some doubt of

two of his old companions, standing at the
store door, with glasses in their hands; andy
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as my husband came in front of the shop, I

Sw them beckon him in. It was a sad mo-

ment for me. “Oh George,” said I, théigh
I knew he could not hear me, “go onj; re-
member your poor wife and your starvir

ghildren !” My heast sunk within me, when
§ saw him stop and turn towards the door.
He shook hands with his old associates: they
appeared to offer him their glasses: I saw
liim shake his head and pass ou. ¢ Thank
God,” said I, and ran down the hill, with a
light step, and seizing my baby at the cottage
door, 1 lill,‘l'u“v\‘ covered it with kisses, and
bathed it in tears of joy. About ten o’clock,
Richard Lane, the Squire’s offic 2-boy, brought
in a picrr' of meat and some meal, say

My husband sent word, that he could not be
home till night, as he was at work on the
Squire’s barn. Richard added, that the Squire
had engaged him for two months. He came
home early, and the child ran down the
8l to meet him.  He was grave, but cheer-
ful. <« have prayed for you, d husband,”
®d L < And a2 merciful God has supported
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me; Jenny,” said he,

It is mot easy
e the degrees of hay

)pmess ; but, take
wgether, this, I think, was the happiest [
ing of my life, If there” js great
a sinner that repenteth,

,in the heart of a faithful
over a ):|-~l1u id that was lost, and § is

In this manner the two months went 3
In addition to his common labor, he
ume to cultivate the garden, and " make
mend a vg wiety of useful articles about

house. It was soon understood, that |
hisband had reformed

heaven over

is no les

P I gl s

- e =

, and it was more g
crally believed, because he was a subject f
the gibes and sneers of a large number of
Deacon’s custome My husband used 1
ay, Let those laugh that are wise and
He was an excellent workman, and bus
came in from all quarters. He was
able to repay neighbor Johnson, and our
ilies lived in the' closest friendship Wl'-h
other.  One evening, farmer Johnson 4

my husband,. that he thought it \‘Ol'ld_

well for him to sign the temperance ple

s B 08 B B N

O 9@ O
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% he did not advise it,when he first began

0 leave off spirit, for he feared his strength

igh; fail him. “ But now,” said he,
ve continued five months, without tou
“‘dmp, and it would be well for the
that you should sign the pledge.” ¢ Friend
Uohnson,” said my husband, “when a year
s gone safely by, I will sign the pledge.
For five months, instead of the pledge, I have
i every trial and temptation—and a drinking
man knows well the force and meaning of
those words—I have relied upon this gold
ting, to renew my strength, and remind me
ol my duty to God, to my wife, to my chil-
drén, and to socicty. Whenever the strug-
gle of appetite has commenced, I have look-
€d upon this ring: I have remembered that
it was given, with the last words and dying
eounsels of an excellent mother, to my wife,
Who placed it there; and, under the blessing
‘3{ A]migh:y God, it has proved, thus far, the
 life-boat of 5 drowning man.”
The year soon passed away ; and on the
¥ety day twelvemonth, on which I had put
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the ring upon my husband’s finger,
Johnson brought over the Temperance

We all sat down to the tea-table o
After supper w

up and kissed his father, and, turning 4o f
er Johnson, “ Father,” said he, “has
smelt like old Isaac, the drunken

once, since we rode home in your’ yi
wagon.”  The farmer opened the booksis
husband signed the pledge of the society,
with te in his eyes, gave me backs

thousand times more precious than eye

MOTHER’S GOLD RING.
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